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TRANSLATIONS jkom ANACREON. 



JjENIGNANT Nature prompt to save, 
Its arms to every creature gave. 
The spiral horn, long, tapering, full, 
Crown 'd the stern forhead of the bull : 
The steed with swiftness scours the plain, 
With fins the fishes cleave the main ; 
The plumy race on pinions dare 
Ascend the chrystal wilds of air; 
Whilst hung with foam the lion shews 
His gnashing fangs in hideous rows : 
To mau, superior far designed, -\ 

To man she gave a taste refin'd, ( 

An awful, grand, immortal mind. J 
But what, ah what hath nature given, 
To thee ? thou last best gift of heaven, 
Oh woman say > she gave thee smiles, 
She gave thee soul-ensnaring wiles, 
Gave thee thine inmost heart to speak, 
lu crimson blushes on thy cheek : 
She arm'd thee with the potent sigh, 
Kindled the lightning of thine eye, 
And crown'd thee, blest with every grace, 
The sovereign of the human race. 

v. 

tvOME, Vulcan, with thy fires embrace, 

And fuse the solid silver mass ; 

But neither helm, nor shield prepare, 

For what have I tuiio with war ? 

No — rather let thy master hand 

Fashion the bowl as I command, 

Broad, deep, capacious, to confine 

An ocean of refulgent wine. 

Nor on its figured curve appear 

Orion, or the Northern Bear. 

I little heed what stars arise, 

" I trust the ruler with his skies :" 

But let thy matchless hand design 

The luscious grape, the leafy vine 

With dewy clusters, and unfold 

Young Bacchus form in virgin gold ; 

And last, thy noblest skill to prove, 

Cleone, or the queen of love. 

VIII. 

nOW sweet the wreath in which combin e 
Love's radiant flower and Bacchus' vine J 
G Rose ! thy crimson leaves diffuse 
Divine perfumes, and nectar'd dews, 
Within thy tender folds appear 
The treasur'd sweets of earth and air, 



•Specimens of anew version of that ad- 
mired Greek poet, intended for publica- 



Each charm, each sweet to thee is given, 
Thou pride of earth ! thou joy of heaven! 
Whose bloom all other blsom effaces — 
Light Cupid, dancing with the Grace*, 
With thy bright gems in many a fold 
Entwines his locks of fleecy gold. 
Come crown me then, and near thy shrine, 
O Bacchus, fired with generous wine 
I'll sing, while roses deck my lyre, 
While roses all my song inspire. 
And thou, dear maid, whose charms de- 
mand 
The tribute of Anacreon's hand, 
As thro' the rapid dance we move, 
Inspir'd by music and by love, 
Let clustering roses deck, not hide 
Thy snowy bosom's swelling pride. 



A.S late- within the Paphian grove, 
A wreath of various flowers I wove, 
I found it's god in still repose 
Cradled within a damask rose. 
With caution, feaiful of his sting, 
1 seized him by the beating wing, 
And plunged the imp into a tide 
Of sparkling juice, that stood beside; 
Then quaff'd the luscious draught, to 

prove 
The mingled taste of wine and love. 
Too soon the dire effect I found, 
My heart received a mortal wound ; 
There Cupid now liath fix'd his nest, 
I feel him fluttering in my breast. 

TO-MORROW. 

SEE ! — where the failing day 
In silence steals away, 

Behind the western hills with drawn : 
Her fires are quench'd, her beauty fled, 
With blushes all her face o'erspread, 

As conscious she had ill fulfill'd 
The promise of the dawn. 
Another morning shall arise, 
Another day salute our eyes, 

As smiling and as fair as she, 
And make as many promises ; 
But do not thou the tale believe, 

They're sisters all — 
And all deceive ! — A X. E. 



turn. 
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NO. XXXI. 



AN ANT1ENT CATCH. 

pYLLE the cuppe, Phylyppe, and let us 

drink a dram, 
Once or twice about the house, and leave 

where we began i 
T 
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I drink to you, sweet hetrt, so much as 

here is in, 
Desiring you to follow me, and do as I 

begin, 
And if you will not pledge me, you shall 

bear the blame ; 
1 drink to you with all my harre, if you 

will pledge the same. 

EPIGRAM. 
Says Dick to Moses (with a laugh) 
" Your ancestors adored a calf" — 
True, quoth the Jew, but then we're told, 
This calf was made of solid gold ; 
And thro' the world, friend Dick, you'll 

find 
Gold is the idol of mankind. 

TO A SEXTON. 

J FT thy wheel-barrow alone-, 

Wherefore, Sexton piling still, 
In thy bone-nofflse,, bone on- bone, 

'Tis already like a hilk 
In a field of battle made, 

Where three thousand sculls are laid, 
There, died in peace, each with the other, 

Father, sister, friend, and brother.- 

Mark the spot to which I point, 

From this plat-form eight foot square ; 

Take not ev'n a finder joint, 

Andrew's whole fire-side is there. 

Here alone, before thine eyes, 

Simon's sickly daughter lies; 

From weakness now, and pain defended, 

Whom he twenty winters tended. 

Look but at the gardner's pride, 
Ho-,v he glories, when he sees, 

Roses, lilies, side bv side ; 
Violets in families. 

By the heart of man, his tears, 

By h»s hopes, and by his fears, 

Thou, ok! i grey-beard, art the warden. 

Of a far superior garden. 

"f 'hus then, each to other dear, 

Let them all in quiet lie, 
Andrew, there, and Susan, here, 

Neighbour's in mortality. 
And should I live, thro' su<i and rain, 
Seven widow'd years, without my Jane ; 
© Sexton — do not then remove- her 
Let one Grave hold the lov'd and lover. 

__- A ' B ' 

HYMN." 

(BV MRS. R.. D.) 

" Tc are the Suit of the earth." 

53 ALT cf the earth, ve ?irtuous few, 



Who season human-kind ; 
Light of the world, whose cheering ray, 
Illumes the realms of mind. 

Where mis'ry spreads her deepest shade, 
Your strong compassion glows ; 

From your blest lips,the balm distils, 
That softens human woes. 

By dying beds, in prison glooms, 
Your frequent steps are found ; 

Angels of love !^.you hover near, 
To bind the strangers wound. 

You wash with tears the bloody page, 

Winch human crimes deform ; 
When vengeance threats,, your pray'r* 
ascend, 

And break the gathering storm. 

As down the summer stream of vice, 

The thoughtless many glide, 
Upward you steer your steady bark, 

And stem the rushing tide. 

Where guilt her foul contagion breathes* 

And golden spoils allure, 
Unspotted still your garments shi'i?, 

Your hands are ever pure. 

Whene'er you touch the poets lyre, 

A loftier strain is heard, 
Each ardent thought is yours alone, 

And every burning word. 

Your's is the large expansive thought, 

The high, heroic deed ; 
Exile and chain to you are dear, 

To you 'tis sweet to bleed. 

You lift, on high, the warning voice, 

When public ills prevail ; 
Yours is the writing on the wall, 

That turns the tyrant pale. 

The dogs of hell your steps pursue, 
With scoff, and shame, and loss ; 

The hemlock bowl 'tis yours to drain, 
To taste the bitter cross. 

Yet vours is all. ..thro' Histry's rolL ; , 

The kindling bosom feels ; 
And, at your tomb with throbbing heart, 

The fond enthusiast kneels. 

In every faith, thro* every clime, 

Your pilgrim steps we trace ; 
And shrines are drest, and temples rise, 

Each hallow'd spot to grace. 

And Paeans loud in ev'ry tongue, 

And choral hymns resound ; 
And lengtU'ning honours hand your nam!) 

To times remotest bound. 



